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INVOCATION TO SPRING.
lovely sangon ' balmy Jpring ! 3
Come and all thy l;ln-.lm 'gilg !
Come on beds of fairest flowers,
With fragrance of magnolian bowers '
Come aint the violet blae,
And the lily's charm renew ; -

o Lovely season ! balmy Spring! .
Come, and 'round thy besuties ding '

8oon amid the vernal grove,
Will appear the hirds we love,
Swenlest notes that mount on high,
Greeting Spring’s ancertain sky,
Are the gentle sounds that float
&o:} theze wnrlﬂ:{‘l tuneful throat :
roly season ! m ring!
Cmarsm.l all thy Mr«{la’i’:?dn‘t
Come and give the rose its bloom,
And the flow'rets their perfume,
And the verdant ficlds bostrow
With thy purl‘y drops of dew,
Lovely season | balmy Epring!
Csine with fragrance ou thy wing.
Come, adored in artloss style !
Come, and let creation smile,

et -
. From the Portland Transcript.
MONEY IS ALL.

This fa what they say, I know, but that
doean’t quite make it so. Money is an excel-
leut thing, aud has done a great work for the
world—as the drunken sailor said water had
Jor navigativey  but sometimes it so 'huppem

when a man seeares all he aims at, he is

Ascontented sa efore he had a dollar in
Louge.

Yo girle male thie most of the mischief in

iter; for they will hardly look at any-

vuiy who is not ¢ric'*” and hence wany a

yonag fellow, who is competent to make a wo-

i hapne o0 Ler days, is obliged to take up
with shivery bachelor’s commons, till he is
eithar jn Juek or in his grave. And that is of-
te. yust about the same thing.

Saral Storms was one of a family of seven-
“cen daughters ; and that family unfortunately

2 to bepoor. Hence the mother kept

v~ on all the opportunities that offer-

¢!l for “matches.’” She grew as keen as an
opcrator in State strect, and didn’t disguise it

S Bacyr «

£ a8 much, either. Sarah ought to
have been married long ago, said her mother.
She .4 not going to guess how old ;
bul old enough to take the prefix, Mrs., cer-
tainly. Her mother bad been looking out for
' wi, and she had been looking out for herself.
Two or three enereciie, enterprising aml like-
'y young men bhad bestowed their favors in
vain, and two or three more had concluded
that It vas no use for them to try either. So
there she was, pretty well ashore, as you can
see for yoursell, What to dog she didu’l know,
till along came a rich, old bachelor—both
rich and old—who seemed to have moved into
the place expressly for the purpose of reliev-
iug the worthy Storms family of their trouble.
He was a stranger to everybody. All that was
known of him was, that he was rich. Aund for
Mrs. Storms, and Sarah, too, that wasenongh.
I« was'enough for all the money hunters be-
sides. To fiod a rich stranger come (o settle
cmong (hem, was like waking up
and finding the whole menagerie—

some fine
thus aiug,
elephant and all—right befora their doors.

I would make a deacon laugh in meeting,
to tell him the many little deviees that were
practisad by the mother Storins, to first enlist,
and then cogross the attention of Mr. Mualli-
gan, the rich stranger. And they- did it; of
course they did, thongh every other female in
town cut them off from their friendship in con-
peqnence. Then, having sccured his asequain-
tancs, how they watched, and worked, and
coulrived, to win over his—well, his partiality
—and they did that, too. All the world counld
not have stopped them. Other girls were jeal-
ous, and held back ; this only gave the Storms
a clearer field for operation. What did Mrs.
Storms know abont Mr. Mulligan’s disposi-
tion? Whnt did she cara? Less.
W hat did she thiok of, Lul the swiftest way of
marcying off her darling daughter, and marry

Nothing.

her sowell?

And ahe succacded in that,
Sterms had a prefty, infantile fuce, and show-
ad & row of teeth as whito as curils whenever
she langhed. She had a rather tall and grace-
ful figure too, and took pains to show a pretty
foot as often as Mr. Mulligan was in the way
of seeing it. And what did he know about
wcn:un;—ur matrimony—or any of the finer
and fairer qualities that are so ossential to do-
mestic lelicity # Nothing—nothing—nothing.
Sarah was a pretiy girl, and he liked her looks

she appeared to be very attentive to him,
and his faney bewildered and deluded him.—
8o he stole over one evening, and offered him-
golf plump. She didn’t refuse him, and you
noedn’t think she did. Nor did her mother
s1t down after he had gone until Sarah bad
told her the story, and cried an hour or two
about it. No, kind reader, you know better
as well as Tdo. They made & family Thanks-

siving over the svent, hoping that every other
\a the town felt like instituting a Fast,

Sarah Storms was
1y Mrs. Mvlligan. Some of the girls

‘4ot never would own such & name ;  but

16 lair tosay of them that they were envious.
How could they well help it, when Sarah had
drawn the ouly prize, and #hey nothing but a-
bominable blanks ? They made a great party
on the occasicn, and a great fuss. All the
Sown and country were set in an uproar, just
because an ol man was 80“1! to marry a
young girl—as if that would mend the matter
at all, when there was no such thing as mend-
ing itin the world. Mr. Mulligan moved his

too. Sarah

weee married.

new young wife into a nico honse, nicely fur-
sishod, and told herthare she was, meaning;

1 snppose, that now there was no help for her.
But she thought he only meant that she was
the mistress. Everythiong was in order. Eve-
iything was fine. The rooms were newly fur-
nished, but lacked the cozy lovk of home.—
The walls were high aod chilly. The atmos-
phere was a strange atmosphere, and Sarah
didn’t know for a time whether she was going
to get used toit. But there she was, alone
and thonghtful. Before this, she believed
that as soon as she was married, all her old
friends would flock in to see her and express
their envy of her good luck. That would
make her so much happier, you know. But
not a living soul came near her. A few mid-
dle-aged people, old housckeepers themselves,
dropped in to make wedding calls, but as for
young folks, her schoolmates and playmates,
they kept away from her, and looked askance
at her in meeting.

«Never mind !’ thought she to herself, At
least, 1 can make up for it, by having my sis-
ters and my mother around me.”” Yes, she
tried that experiment, and tried it thoroughly.
This was the way of it. She conld not bear to
be left alone so much—no yonung girl could.—
Therefore, she sent for her fawily to come
and share her good fortune freely. And they
came. Susan, and Julia, and Ellen, and Fan-
ny, and Mary, they were all there, with their
mother, and Elizabeth besides. They were
there every day. Some of them stayed to
dinner; some stayed to supper; some were
there all through the evening. They took the
house by storm, without trying to come short
of a pun by a single letter; overhauled the
kitchen, the parlor, the pantry. In all her
domestic arrangements, great and small, they
had busy and energetic hands. <They arronged
the table, and hunted over Mr. Mulligan’s
wardrobe. They wondered, and held up their
hands,and admired : in truth, they—the Storms
family—and not Mulligan's wardrobe, became
occupants of his newly bought and furnished
honse. Mr. Mulligan begnn to grow nettled.

«Sarah, said he, one day, ¢don’t go to
your mother’s so much.”” Itdid not sound
like & request ; it was an order. She looked
up at him in surprise.

¢] think your friends are here altogether
more than is for your good.” And ho plung-
¢d his fuce in a newspaper.

The strangest feelings came over her. Did
she ever stop to think that her husband would
address such language to ber as that—and so
soon after marriage, too? Not long after,
Sarah’s mother sent her anice pudding for
tSeo lere,’” said the young wife to
«See what the folks bave sent

s

dinner.
her husbaud.
in.”

«A pudding, hey! Well how many do they
expect vou to send back again "'—and uvtter-
ly refused to taste a bit of it.

Saroh’s heart was cut again. A young girl

like her never had thought snch things of her

husband, especially as she knew beforehand
how rich he was. He could have fed theStorms
family the yvear round, and not have feltit; the
tronble was he wonldn'f.

Christmas came along. «Mr. Mulligan,”
said she, teasingly. [e grunted a monysyl-
lable at her, and listened. 1 want to make
mother a present, you know, she has been so
kind to us since we wore married.”

s Altogether foo kKind,”' he answered.

Her eyes filled instantly. ¢Butl can’thelp
wanting to do something for my own molher,"
said she,

“Then why don’tyou do it? butnot with
my money, let me tell you.”

There it was. She had married his pile of
money, without stopping to consider what
kind of a man she was likely to get along with
it; and now sho was learning at a terrible cost
of hier happiness, Of course, the Storms fam-
ily hward of his sentiments toward her. But
shic was satisfied for a time to ponder upon it
by herself. There was ever so much pride in
the way to begin with; and how could she
make a necdless fuss before the public? There-
fore, she concluded to be silent, to see how
matters would come out. One evening again,
Sarah made a little party unbeknown to her
hunsband; she thought that thus she conld a-
void irritating him. “For he seemed to have
grown so cerabbed and cross of late, there was
no trving to do anything with hif.

They were all assembled in one room, and
having the gayest time of it you can think of.
Susan, and Julia, and Ellen, Fanny and Eliza-
beth—they were there in the best of dress and
the highest of spirits—together with Mrs.
Storms, of course. She had engineered this
little aftair herself, all with ber own hands and
brain. This she meant as a sort of coup d'elal
to show Mr. Mulligan, the husband of her
daunghter Sarah Mulligan, that there were some
things that could be done just as well as others,
and that she knew how to do them too. So
there was her whole family, exeept Mr.Storms,
but he was nobody. Soch atime as they were
having. The «“best lamps’ were lighted, and
made day of the darkest corners. The fire
glowed in a wass of living coals, warming ev-
ery hand and heart there was there. Sarab
10;,;;.;;] as composed and conrageous as she
possibly could, while her mother kept one eye
on the rest, and the other—and the better one
—on the door. If Mr. Mulligan came in, she
wid to assume respuna{bﬂily,ﬂut]lu!‘il-}', every-

lse. Sarah was to go just for rmthlng".
lh!?f’ﬁ ;reak him of this habit of growling,"
thought Mrs. Storms; «and the sooner it's
done the better for him snd forus. I'll let

bim know that I it;a—;lill my daughter’s ;aosb: (

er, and that I never threw her away when I
consented to let her marry him. We shall see
who rules, and see pretty soon, I'm thinking.””

The tun went on—games, plays, romps, chat
and laughter. The room was a little world of
life and happiness. Mrs. Storms pretended to
take a part in them "herself, but still she was
uneasy, not to say uncomfortable. Sarah
didn't know exactly how she did feel. She
felt like anybody but the mistress or even the
vicegerent of her own house. She was think-
ing of her lord—thinking she had a great deal
rather he would stay out a while, than como in.
But her thinking about it made but little difl
erence, for before even mother Storms herself
was aware of it, the door opened, and in he
bolted. He stodd stock-still for a moment,
surveying them all. Then he marched straight
to bis chair by the fire, and thumped down in-
to it with a rich man’s emphasis. Mrs. Storms
ventured to accost him first.

«I'd like to know whose house you think
thisis,”” he replied to bher.

«Mr. Mulligan,” said she, assuming a vast
deal of dignity, “your wife is my danghter.*

“And that's all the reletionship. I wish
you'd remember it. I didn’t marry the whole

Samily.”

The mother grew red and lost her temper.—
“Io you mean to say, sir,” she asked, ¢that
we are not at liberty to eome into her house 1**

“This is my house.”

¢“And os much hers as yours.”

“Never! Just recollect that if you please,
I own my own property. I promised only to
support ber. Aund here I find I have a whole
family on my shoulders. Itappearstoo much
like beggars,**

“Boggars! sir 77* demanded Mrs. Storms.—
Do you call us beggars, sir.”’

“It’s getting to be not much better, I can
assure you,*’

“Sarab, do you hear that 7 Do ya intend
to sit and hear your mother and yonr own sis-
ters insulted before your face, in your own
house, too? Will you submit to that, my
daughter p*

““You have no authority, madam,’* said Mr.
Muiligan. <«Youhad better leave. I am mas-
ter here.”

Upon which she got up in a rage, and bade
all ber daughters to lollow Ler, Sarah inclu-
sive.

“I command you to stay here with me ! said
the husband to his wife.’”” Sarah set up to ery.

“Come along with your mother,” said the
latter, going forward and taking a persuasive
hold of her.

“Ifyougo, I forbid you this house forever,”
said he. <«Youn leave at your own peril.”?

The mother was too much for her. Even
she, designing ms she was, forgot the conse-
gquences, and trooped off with the rest. She
hoped that Mr. Mulligan would come round in
the morning, and be sorry for it. So in the
morning, she sent for some of her daughter’s
clothes. But the determined husband would
not let a single rag go.

He said he knew his rights. and he intended
to maintain them. And he did. The conse-
quence of it was, that a separation at once took
place ; the matter became public scandal ; Sa
rah was & poor, broken down woman; her
mother fretted her own and her family’s hap-
piness all away ; and Mr. Mulligan moved off
to other and distant quarters. And so this
bublble of Mrs, Storm’s own blowing, had bro-
ken, and fallen a mere tear drop to the ground.
But not a girl in all that town has thonght to
give awny her heart or her hand since, with-
out first making particular inguiry in relation
to the femper as well as the pocket of her fu-
ture hnsband. All the other young ladies
wounld do well to take a hint or two from their
example,

- -

Trenriere axp Faran Arramm.—A terrible
affhir ocetirredd in Bullitt county, Ky., two or
three miles from Shepherdsville, on Thursday
last. A young man in the neighborhood had
for some time been paying atfentions, with a
view to matrimony, to a young lady named E-
ligabeth Buchey. For some reason the young
gentleman was ohjectionable to the girl’s fath-
er, Mr. Julius Buchey, who broke off the alli-
ance and forbade the young man’s visits. It
is said that, in compliance with her father’s
wish, the young lady discarded her lover; but
the old gentleman, suspecting his daughter
still indulged a lingering affection for her ad-
mirer, bas been watchful of her movements.—
She expressed a wish on Thursday morning to
spend the day at the residence of a neighbor,
Mr. Elias Hall, to which her father objected,
adding that he had no doubt but it was her de-
sign to meetl her old lover. The young lady
protested that she had no thought of meeting
him, and rebuked her father for his lack of
confidence. During the conversation Mr. Bu-
chey became excited and exasperated, and,
drawing a revolver, fired at his daughter, the
shot taking eflect in her head. The first shot
was not fatal, and the young lady turned to
run, when the father fired another shot after
her, which penetrated a vital part, killing her
instantly. Conascious of the terrible crime
which he had committed, but frantic with ex-

citement, the unnatural parent discharged the |

contents of athird barrel into his own head,
and expired ns he fell. The tragedy is rend-
ered even more painful by the reflettion that
the father has been highly esteemed by his
neighbors and all who knew him, was well to

do in the world, and apparently happy.

For the “Raftsman's Journsal.”
NEWSPAPERS AND POETRY.

What & variety of taste and siyle do we meet
with in the journals of the day. Some give us
the news ; others are filled with dry discussions
of political questions ; some contain little ¢lse
than advertisements ; others again are devoted
to manures and guano, potatoes and hemp ;
soma are concerned about what tLey call sci-
entific discoveries, and others about theology
and abstruse morsls, forgetting that «God is
love, and that he that dwelleth in love, dwel-
leth in God.”

Mr. Editor: Why cannot we have in the
same journal, what we ought to have in the
same life, if that life is a harmonions one?  As
we ought to be religious, cannot we have some
theology, something devotional ; as we vught
to be honest, cannot we have sowmething on
morale; as it is our duty to be progressive,
cannot we have something on scicnce; and
something too, on agriculture and domestic e-
conomy, as we have bolh stomachs and backs
to support. Aswe are inquisitive creatures,
let us have the news of the day. Let us have
too, a good portion of politics, for in this coun-
try we all belong to the nobility, we are all
kings and queens. And last, don’t deprive us
of poelry, for our patures require this too.—
We have hearts to be cducated, we have aflec-
tions and sympathies to be developed,we have
tastes to be refined, and poetry, with children
and female society, are the means of doing it.
No journal should be without its spoet’s cor-
ner.”” I would as soon see an old bachelor,
shut himself out from the beantiful and lovely
of earth, as a journal without poetry. No per-
sonal allusions, Mr.Editor, but without poetry,
children aud female society, the world wonld
be only one greal Suhara.

Why, Mr. Editor, a newspaper withont poe-
try, is like a family without children, or a gar-
den without flowers. What would the world be
without children? It would soon grow sav-
age and barbarous, then old and sour, and die
at last with the ague of the heart. I know
some persons never read what is in the poet’s
corner; but there are also some strange non-
deseripts who are equally displeased with what
they are pleased to call the incumbrances ol
life. Those who can call children by this name
ought to be hung at once to save them from
committing a crime worthy of this death. It
is true, yon cannot talk theology er philoso-
phy to children, but they can talk these things
to you. And you have a heart, and children
can draw out and educate that heart as no oth-
ers can. Asthe dews refresh cature, as well
as the showers and the sun, so do the prattle
and merry laugh of children cultivate the heart,
and draw out its amiabilities. So it is, Mr.
Editor, with poetry. It speaks to the beart,
as sun-light to the flowers; it comforts the
sonl,as dew the withered grass ; it mellows and
refines our nature like the smiles and kisses of
infants. Those who dislike poetry and chil-
dren, look down upon the world like marble
statues, with their eyes of sfone; having just
as little heart of flesh, as these their stony
prototypes,

They don’t read poetry ! Well they ought
to read it to thaw ont their icy natures, to hu-
manize their savage heart. They don’t read
poetry ! And for the same reason, too, that
the sick don’t eat food ; their whole moral na-
ture is diseased, the fountain of human sym-
pathy is dried unp, their humanity has given
place to the seltish propensities of the brute.
Women and children read poetry, and ever
will. There isa nature in them that sends
back an echo to every stroke of poetie beauty,
and a chord in their hearts that vibrates to ev-
ery touch of poetic tenderness. Bless God
for this oasis in the sandy deserts of life. The
selfish propensities have not drief*out of their
hearts all the holier sympathies of nature, nor
have they rendered them incapable of partici-
pating in the joys and sorrows, in the emotions
and tastes of others.

Mr. Editor, I have sent you several letters
from «John,”” which you were pleased to pub-
lish, The above train of thought was sugges-
ted by reading a letter from «<<John to a little
girl, named Florence, or Floy, a daughter of
(. W, M’Cully. I transcribe the verses, and
send them to you for publication. 1 know
they will be enjoyed by your readers, and es-
pecially by those who know «John,?* for “none
know him, but to love him, none name him
but to praise.”

LINES ADDRESSED TO FLOY,
BY JOHS M. C—R, OF KANGAS TERRITORY.

Green hills around ns, stretching far away,
Bagk in the sunlight while the breezes play
Sllghtly‘ or harshily, in their airy tread,
As ‘twere the sound of angels overhead.

And when our heart fills with a strange delight,
And ev'ry pulse beats quieker at the sight,
The mirage waters, mocking as they flow,
Warn us to keep our spirits pure below.

When spring arrays the fulness of her bloom
Around us, thus to smile away our gloom,

Thy Inughing face shall sport amidst her flowers
Among the playmates of my caildhood hours.

Then shall my heart, in memory wandering back
Along the sunnier J:ortionn of life’s track,
With renewe f ench d ing chain,
And be in thought, a little chiid n.

For inthoge hopes, which thus my hoart beguile,
Eternal spring, cternal childh smile.

0 Florence, seek the hope of heaven to share,
And in youth’'s freshness, set thy treasure there;

For timo flies fast. Good bye, my little friend ;
Bwest thonhuamtd me throng, to thee .xhnd’,
And [ shall feel their thrilling gush of joy
Whene'er I thiok of fRowrets, or of Floy.

versc to tho mirage, is very beautiful.—

“The mirage wators, mocking as thoy flow,
‘Warn us to keep our apirits pure below.”

Under favorable circumstances, the peeple
of Kansas are permitted to sec the most beau-
tifnl mirage. The image of the stream, the
slopes, the groves, are painted on the aira-
bove, and are seen in all their beauty, and
more than all, for a larger view is thus had of
the whole scene, than could be had from any
one point of observation. The two first stan. |
za give us a beautiful picture of Kansas scene-
ry- Yours truly, Mosk.
Glenhope, March 21st, 1857.

UTAHH.
RESIGNATION OF JUDGE DRUMMOND.
To the Hon. J. 8. Black, Attorney General of the

U. 8. Washington City, D. C.:

My Dear Sir :—As I have concluded to re-
sign the office of Justice of the Supreme
Court of the Territory of Utah, which position
I accepted in A. D. 1854, und.r theadministra-
tion of President Pieree, I deem it due to the
public to give some of the reascns why I do
s0. In the first place, Brigham Young, the
Governor ol Utah Territory, is the acknowl-
edged head of the «“Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter Day Saints,” gpmnionly called «Mor
mouns,”” and as such head the Mormons look to
him, and te kiia alome, for the law by which
they are to be governed; therefuore no law of
Congress is by them considered binding in any
manner.

Secondly. I know that there isa secret
oath-bound vrganization smong all the male
members of the church, to acknowledge no
law save the law of the ““Holy Priesthood,”
which comes to the people through Brigham
Young, direct from God, be, Young, beiug the
vice-gerent of God and prophetic successor ei
Joseph Smith, who was the founder of this
blind and treasonable organization.

Thirdly. I am fully aware that there isa
set of men set apart by special order of the
church to take both the lives and property of
persons who may question the authority of the
church, (the names of whom L will promptly
make known at a future time.)

Fourthly. That the records, papers, &c., of
the Supreme Court have been destroyed by or-
der of the church, with direct knowledge and
approbation of Governor B. Young, and the
federal officers grossly insulted for presuming
to raise a single question about the treasona-
ble act.

Fifthly. That the federal officers of the ter-
ritory are constantly insulted, harrassed and
annoyed by the Mormons, and for those insults
there is no redress. y

Sixthly. That the federal officers are daily
compelled to hear the form of the American
government traduced, the chiel executives of
the nation, both living and dead, slandered and
abused from the masses, as well as from all
the leading members of the church, in the
most vilgar, loathsome and wicked manner
that the evil passious ol man can possibly con

| poisonons liquors, given to bim under the or-
| der of the leading men of the Mormon Church,
in Great Salt Lake City ; that the late Secre-
tary of the Territory, A. W. Babbitt, was mur-
dered on the plains, by & baad of mormon ma-
randers, under the particular and special order
of Brigham Young, Heber C. Kimball and J.
M. Grant, and not by the Indians, as reported
by the Mormons themselves, and that they
wore sent from Salt Lake City for that purpose,

and that only ; and as members of the Danite

RBand, they were bound to de the will of Brig-

ham Young, as the head of the Church, or for-

feit their own lives.

These rensong,with many others that 1 might
give, which would be too henrt-rendin'g to in-
sert in thjs communication, have indiiced me
to resign the oflice of Justice of the Territory
of Utah, and ngain return to my adopted State
of Ilinvis. My reason for making this com-
munication thus publie, is that the Democrat-
ic party, with which I have always strictly ac-
ted, is the party now in power, and therefore
is the party that showld now be held responsi-
ble for the treasonable and disgraceful state
of affsirs that now exist iv Utah Territofy. I
could, sir, if necessary, refor t3 a cloud of wit-
nesses to atiest the reasons I have given, and
the charges, bold as they are, against thoso
despots who rule with an iron hand their hun-
dred thousand souls in Utah) and their two
bundred thousaud out of that notable Territo-
ry, but shall not do so for the reason that the
lives of such gentlemen as'1 should designate
in Utah and California would not be safe for a
single day.

In conclusion, sir, I have to say, that in my
carcer as Justice of the Supreme Courtof U-
tah Territory, 1 have the consolution of know-
ing that | did my duty ; that peither threats
nor inlimidations drove me from that path;
upon the other hand, [ am pained to say, that
I accomplished little good while there; that
the Judiciary is only trealed as a farce. The
only rule of law by which the infatnated fol-
lowers of this curions people will be governed
is the law of the Church, and that emenates
from Gov. Brigham Young, and him alone.

1 do believe that if there were a man put in
office as Governor of that Territory who is not
a member of the Church (Mormons), and be
supported with a sufficient military sid, that
mueh good wounld result from such a course ;
but as the Territory is now governed, and has
been since the administration of Mr. Fillmore,
at which time Young received his appointment
as Governor, it is noon-day madness and folly
Lo attempt to administer the law in that Terri-
tory. The officers are insulted, harrassed and
miniered for doing their duty, and not recog-
nizing Brigham Young as the only law-giver
and law-maker on earth. Of this every man
can bear incontestible evidence who has Leen
willing to accept sn appointment in Utah ; and
[ assure you. sir, that no man wounld be willing
to risk his life and property io that Territory,
after once trying the sad experiment.

With an ardent desire that the present Ad-

ceive.

Again. That after Moroui Green had been [
convicted in the Districet Court before my col- }
league, Judge Kinney, of an assault with in-
tent to commit murder, and afterwards, on ap-
peal to the Supreme Court, the judgment be-
ing affirmed, and the said Green sentenced to
tho penitentiary, Brigham Young gave a full
pardon to the said Grecn before be reached
ihe penitentiary ; also, that the said Governor
Young pardoned a man by the name of Baker,
who had been tried and sentenced to ten years’
imprisonment in the peunitentiary for the mur-
der of a dumb boy by the name of White |
House, the proof showing one of the most ag-
gravated cases of murder that I ever knew be-
ing tried; and to insult the Court and govern-
ment officers, this man Young took this par-
doned eriminal with him, in proper person, to
church on the next Sabbath after his convie-
tion, Baker in the meantime bhaving received a |
full pardon from Governor- Brigham Young,
These two men were Morons.

On the other haud, I charge the Mormouns,
and Gov. Young In particular, with imprison-
ing five or six young men from Missouri and
Towa, who are now in the penitentiary of Utah,
without those men having violated any crimi-
nal law in America, but they were anti-Mor-
mons, poor, uneducated young men,on their
way to California; but because they emigra-
ted from Illinois, Towa or Missouri, and passed
by Great Sait Lake City, they were indicted
by a Probate Court, and most trutally and in-
humanly dealt with, in addition to being sam-
marily inearcerated in the saintly prizon of the
Territory of Utah. I also charge Governor
Young with constantly interfering with the
tederal courts, directing the Grand Jury whom
to indict and whom not ; and, after the Judge’s
charge to the Grand Juries as to their duties,
that this man, Younyg, invariably has some
member of the Grand Jury advised in advance
s to his will iu relstion to their labors, and
that his charge thus given is the only charge
known, obeyed, or received by all the Grand
Juries of the federal courts of Utah territory.
Agusin, sir, after a careful and mature inves-
tigation, I have been compelied to come to the |
conclusion, heart-rending and sickening as it
may be, that Capt. John W. Gunnison and his
party of eight others, were murdered by the |
Indians in 1858, under the order, advice, and
direction of the Mormons, and that my illus-
frious

The refersnce, Mr. Editor, in the second

onidas Ehaver, came to m e:ktl':-‘

mnistration will give due and timely aid to
the officers that may be so unfortunate asto
accept situations in that Territory, and that
the withering curse which rests upon this na-
tion by virtue of the pecwliar and heart-rend-
ing institutions of the Territory of Utah may
be speedily removed, to the honor and credit
of our happy country.

I now remain, your obedient servant,
W. W. Drusxosp,
Justice of Utad, Territory.

March 30, A. D., 1857,

-

Oswy Oxe 0'Crock.—Mr.—, coming home
late one night from “meeting,”’ was met at the
door by his wife.

“Pretty time of night, Mr.—, for you to
come home—pretty time, three o’cloek in the
morning, you, a respectable man in the com-
munity, and the father of a family !**

«Tisn’t three, it’s only one 1 heard it strike.
Council always sits 1ill one o’clock.”

“My soul! Mr.—, vou're drunk, as true as
I am alive, you're drunk—it’s three o’clozk in
the morning.”

] say, Mrs—, it’s one I heard it strike one
as | came round the corner, {woor threetimes 1

07 There is a story extant of a yonng wag
who was onc2 invited to dine with an old gen-
tleman of rathersudden temper. The dining
room was on the second floor, and the princi-
pal dish was a fine roast ham. When the old
gentleman undertook to carve it, he found the
knife ratherdull, and in a sudden passicn fung
it down stairs after the servant, who brought
it. Whereupon the young gentleman seized
the ham, and with admirable dexterity hurled
it after the knife.

«What on earth do you mean ? exclaimed
the old gentleman, as soon as he conld speak.

«I beg your pardon,” was the eool reply,
«] thought you were going to dine down
stairs.””

227" Mrs. Smith, heariog strange sounds, in-
quired of her new servant if she snored in ber
sleep. «Idon't know, marn,” replied Becky,

|« never lay awake long encugh to diskiver.”

07 Blessed are those whe are afraid of thun-
der—for they shall hesitate about geiting mat- A
ried, and keep away from political meetings.

07 Is there a word in the English Tan.
guage, that contains all the vowels 3" «Yen,
an m-‘l* = w "




